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THE WHITTLER'S SONG.

Thir world is all 3 whintfing thop,
Where each ia fashinn wiitides,
Fer power, crfame, or happiness,
For plessnre, wealth, or wietashs.
Fame whittle friends, some whintle fors,
All whittle dawn eazh other;
Asd merrily, in field or town,
Each cuts and hacks ki orother,

Tiw Port whitthes out iy thymes,
With wearying meatal lsber: —
At jezat, if wesried not hiowself.
He's tiremme 1o his neighbor.
The Provist whittles oot bis tales,
His aketches, and hie leader,
And vagerly bapes to whitile cavh
From peblishers and readers.

Reformers whittle off onr aim,
And all those wicked habits,
That wick 29 closely to the soal,
Au peitry does to rabhita!
With cotting eaws and maxima eald,
‘They chill cer fon and laeghter,
And freezs vt now, leat we ehenld be
Too worm for lan bereafter,

et Pressdent, he whittlos oot
Officiake by the scre—

A “Bareas™ we may yet receive, |
From the nation's Cabinet.makwr.

Foach politictan, in hia sphers,
Toile on, with real mov hearty,

Ta save the Isad, by whitthing off
The votes of the other party.

Car Ay whitties off aew States,
From nrighboting Leminnes—
Embraces them with shining “srms,”™
And gilds them with new glerios,
(her Nave sails around the globe,
And whittles aff—its rations,
While cotring with its keels the sear,
To keep in nwe the aations. |

The divma hay heen whitthed down,
If we balieve detrsrtors,

By manager: who whittie * sticks”™
Into sublimest setors;

Anl aditory, whe to the kv,
The dullest bores are praising—

Extolling them e “stors™ o high,
Whe're only dry sticks blazing.

The ladiey ~blews their charming wvals’—
Woeld whittle nat their Farments
Ta the bifercate form—fike thow
Wars by we bearled varminta!
Bt whes to swek eztremitses
Nar pantaloons are deiven,
No lonper muy we hope for paace,
(e reat, this vide of Heaven!

Seleet Tale.

THE
BUTCHER OF NOTRE DAME;

=
THE JESUIT FIEND OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW.

ATALEOF THETIMEOF CHARLES
IX., OF FRANCE.

BY SYXUR, THE PILGRIM.

(coxTivvED. )
CHAPTER VI
THE BENEDICTINE.—A MVSTTRY.

Early on the following morning S8imon
Vendel sot out on his return to the city.
Pierre had promised to shelter the Count
and Adele, and also to take care of Mi-
rhaei, il necessary. Philip d' Artoy
woild have dissuaded the batcher from
risking himsell back at present, but he
wonld listen to no persunsions.

“There will ba but little danger to me,”
be said, “for I kuow of so many places
of relnge, that I can easily escape any
ordinary pursuit ; anl, besides, you may
be assured that the occurrences of last
night will not be made public yot. It
woald create too much stir and ingniry.
Ishall be wary, and I hope you will be the
#ams, for you know not who may passand
%% you. Thonsands know the Count d’
Artoy by sight, whom he would never re-
Mmember to have seen. So beware, good
Count, for remember, Adele St. Anlnay's
safety is bound np in your own.”

{npon the earth.”

{ those eyes, 50 large and dark—they look-

far. He seemed travel-worn and weu’y.}

And the Benedictine bowed his head,

and the sweat stood in big drops upon his | and thonght deeply. *“Ah,” he at length

Fun:owet‘. brow. His coontenance,
of it as was visible above the thick,

a;ch nlt:dro;l, while a light sbot athwart his|
d white ' a eatures,
beard, was kind and gentle in its look, | nﬁw.

“I think I rememember,
King Francis had s young page,

though there was a strange gleaming of (and this page was a Spaniard, whose

the eyes that was not so easily to be read.

children,” he uttered, as he
room.

“Welcome, father,”
ed Pierre.

:‘Blm thee, my son,” added the Ben-
edictine, sinking into a chair, and throw-
whole of his head, the top of which was
either bald or shaven. *I have travelled
far to-day, and am foot-sore and oppres-
sed, 1 fear I cannot reach the city as 1
had hoped, for even now night is falling

“Yon can have shelter here, holy fath-
er,”” said the farmer. “My roof is ever
ready to cover the wesry, and my board
holds enongh for those that hunger. Here
is a scat at onr table.”

*Not now, my son—not now.
till T have rested.”

And there the old man sat, while the
family went on with their meal, and Pi-
erre Lafont forgot that he was a Catholie.
In fact, it made no diflference to the noble- |
hearted Hoguenot of what religion a man
might be when heapplied to him for suc-
cor, and hence it was so hard for him to
onderstand why others shounld be so in-
tolerant. He had notin his heart a place
for revenge, even against a Catholic. And
then this Benedictine looked so kind and
gentle, and his smile wasso genial—only

Wait |

ed most strange. But Pierre feared noth-
ing.

Several times when Adele raised Ther
head, she found the gaze of the monk
fixed keenly npon her. Of course she
was somewhat startled, but then she knew
not why she shounld fear, for the monk |
said be had just come from the Lower
Seine, and certainly he conld know of
nothing what had transpired in the city.

As soon as the meal was finished, the
monk sat up and ate very sparing'y of the |
victuals that were placed before him.—
While he was eating, Adele went out and
sat down opon a rough, wooden bench,
which the farmer had constructed beneath
a huge oak. She sat here alone, and was
pondering upon the atartling events that
had transpired, when she felt a touch up-
on the shonlder. Bhe looked op, and
was not a little startled when she saw the
Benedictine standing over her. Ile leanal
upon his staff, and gazed steadily into ber
face for some moments.

“Be not alarmed, my daughter,” he
said, ““for surely no one conld mean harm
to such as yon. 1 have sought you be-
eause your conntenance struck me as be-
ing familiar. I have come towards Paris
for the purpose of secking & maiden call-
ed Adele St. Aulnay. Conld you inform
me where I might find her 7"

Adele was more startled now than ever,
and she returned no answer to the ques-
tion.

“Are not you the maiden of whom I
speak 9' the monk asked, after a silence
of some moments, and at the same time
gazing steadily into her face.

A moment Adele hesitated, She looked
up once more into those strange eyes, and
at length she mormured :—

“Yon know me, holy father.”

=] thought so, chill. And now do
you not know me

“1 do not, sir." .

“Do yon not remember Aymar ?”’

“How ? My uncle ?”

“Certainly.”

“You are Aymar—my uncle—my kind,
good uncle 7"
‘Mgt surely T am."” .
- Again Adele looked earnestly into the
Benedictine's face, and she knew that he
was her unclo—that he was the man who
hsd in years gons jy, protected her child-
hood—and yet she conld not but tremble
a5 she gazed npon him. « There was some-
thing in his conntenance that brought up

» father had
“God’s blessing rest upon thee, my |then turned

has been very kiud to me always.
supplied Madame Roland with mest, and |
he often stopped to chat with me.
a good man, and a Christian.”

and with sparkling eyes,

nandered all bis estate, and
iz son off to wait npon the

entered the|French monarch. That page was right-

fully the Marguis of Malgrida, and his
fervently respond- | name was Juan Fernado. 'That must be
i

“Itis! itis!" quickly cried Adele.

ing back his cowl, thereby revealing the| grida startled me so. I remember when |
I was at the convent in Clermont, he!him,"” responded Adele, now raisigg her
came there and tried to steal me away. I eyes to ber lover's face, * but I cannot
remember now ; and when the Butcher of | tell what.”

Notre Dame told me that the Jesuit's |
name was really Juan Fernado, I thonght
it yery strange. Bat I sce it now.

“Did he try to steal yon away from

Clermont ?'* asked the mouk, considera-
bly startled,

“He did."”

“Bat yon told me not of it when I
went and took youn away.”

“Becanse 1 had well nigh forgotten it,

but when I heard the name, 1 remember-
ed ir.”

*And yon know the Batcher of Notre
Dame, too,” sail Aymar, eyeing the

maiden keenly.

“Oh, yes," she frankly replied. *He
He
Heis

*“Not a Christian, Adele, I think Si-

mon Vendel is a heretic,”

The muiden started at these words, for

they were spoken with much meaning.

*“Perhaps,” the monk added, as he no-

ticed the effect of his words, “you have
tarned from the troe church.”

Adele did not answer.
“*Are you a Hoguenot ¥’
“T am a Protestant,” tremblingly re-

plied the fair girl.

“Is it possible "* uttered Aymar, cross-

ing himself devoutly.

It is,” returned Adele, gaining cour-

age, now that the trnth was ont.

“But what induced you to abjure your

troe religion 7

“I have the trne religion, now, father,”

she replied, firmly.

“But why did yon throw off your

Catholic faith "

“Recause it was—""
“Speak plainly, my child, for you nead

fear nothing from me.”

“Then 1 abjured Catholicism Lecanse

its whole character, both internally and
externally, is chilling to my soul. i
bot a system of extortion and crime.—
Blood marks its track, and the wail of
widows and orplans is the music that
arikes abont its altars. Inevery phase it
is infamons, and in every point it is
vulnerable.
der and robbery, and its holiest aspira-
tions are sclfishness and deceit.
chorchos are but the home of base in-
trigners, and its very convents are the
hot-beds of lost and debanchery.
priests are but wolves who feed upon the
blood, the gold, and the virtue of the ig-
norant and poor deceived.
of what I have heard, but of what I have
seen, and I know how strictly troe is ev-
ery word I say.
than be forced to live in the darkness and
despair of the Roman Catholic religion I’

Itis

Its highest behests are mur-

Its
Its
I speak mnot
Oh ! I wounld rather die

Adele St. Auloay sEoke earnestly, and

with zeal, and when she had conclnded,
the monk shook his head with a dubious
expression.

“Yon sre severe,”” he said.
“Perhaps I nm; but the truth will

besr me out.”

“Jt ig well that yon have spoken this

to me. FHad it been spoken to another,
it might have cost you yoor life."

“Aye,” uttered the maiden, quickly,
w “I know it
roves the truth of

wonld, and that bnt
atholicism would

what I have said.

even murder 8 poor, defenceless girl, for
speaking her honest opinfon."

The monk gazed again into Adele’s

promised Adele that he would see ber
again—that he wounld watch over her if
there was need, and then he took his
leave. :

** Adele,”” said the Count, after the
Benedictine had gone from sight, * who
is that man ¥’

“He has always called himself my un-
cle,” retarned the maiden,dnlf yacaatly,
and without raising her eyes from the
groand.

“But he is more than that. I have
seen him somewhere, bat 1 cannot tell

[ ““Oh, now I know why the name of Mal- | where.”

“ There is something strange about

| “Do yon fear him ?"* the Count asked,
[ in n whisper.
| The fair girl started, and a pallor over-
| spread her face.

“] know not,”” she said. “I hope he
does not mean ns harm."

And so the Count talked, but they
came not to a comprehension of the mys-
{ tery that enveloped the monk. The more
‘they pondered, the mare entangled they
| became, and when they drapped the snb-
| ject, their thoughts were as busy as ever
{in trying to probe the mystery of the
Beuedictine.

CHAPTER VIIIL
SATAN AT WORK.

| Louvre.
| of her own apartments, and it was even-
ling. The Jesuit, Malgrida, was with her,
[ and they had been conferring long togeth-
lar. The face of the latter was hghted
by an exultant louk, and the featares of
the Queen bore that same impenetrable
coldness that always marked them, save
when moved by passion. Catharine had
sent for her son, and he soon entered.—
Charles looked more pale than nsnal, and
his eyes, which were red and sunken,
;hu“’ﬁtl that he had not slept much of
ate,

“What ir it now, my mother 7" the
voung monarch asked, throwing his pla-
med cap upon the floor, and sinking into
a chair.

[ have ealled yon npon this business
of the Hugnenots. The Nuneio and my-
sell have been conferring upon the sub-
| ject.”
| “Then why do you not confer it out "

impatiently exclaimed the King. “By
the holy mass, T want none of this npon
| my mind."

“Bat you most have it there. Your
| Catholic s hjects are looking towards you
| for connsel and assistance. Deware that
yon do not disappoint them ! Young
Guise will azsist you I’

“Enough of that,” uttered Charles,
starting at his mother’s low, meaning
toues. *“Tell me what you bave done in
yonr conference.”

“We have done this: Yon must at
onee issuo orders to the inguisitors to have
the leading spirits of the Protestants ar-
rested. Let them set their familiars at the
work, and have thoss put to the tortare
who know anything of the plots that
may be working. I think,” the Queen
continned, fixing her eyes keenly upon
her son, and speaking very carefully,
that there is & plot on foot among the
Huguenots, for assassinating the King !

“Me? Assassinating me?” cried
Charles.

** Aye—for assassinating you. The
Nuncio has been among them, and he has
heard wisperings of such a plot.”

“Aye,” added Malgrida, as the King
instinctively tarned towards him, *1
have heard of such a plot. The Hogue-
nots are determined to destroy the whole
royal family."

“ But who—who meditates this 1"
stammered Charles, affrighted.

I have heard that the Count de Mor-
ronay knew of it, and that also did Sir
John de Hois,"” snswered the Jesuit.

“Impossible !" nttered the King, “Up-
on my soul, I do not believe those two
brave gentlemen would be guil'y of so

foul a crime.”

Again let us look into the palace of the |
Catharine de Medicis was in one |

| whom you have aceused to him, arrested

“I am a King,"” said Charles, and as
be spoke, he strode proudly across the

room. “Ang yet,"” he added, as he re-
tarned, “thal Batcher of Notre Dame
escaped me. Many times within the past

few days, has he been seen, and yet he
cannot be captared.”

“Set the familiars npon his track, and
they will find him.”

“I'll bave him yet. Bat first I'll see
to de Matronay and de Hois. The fa-
miliars shall be upon their track ere an-
other sun rises to light them on in their
murderous plot. Assassinate the King,
will they 7 We shall see.”

And thus speaking, Charles burried
from the apartment. When he was gone,
the Queen mother turned to the Nuncio,
and with a dark smile apon her features,
she said :

“So—ounr plan works, If either de
Marronay or de Hois can betortured into
confessing & plot against the King's life,
then he is sure for the work. I bave|
sworn that the Hoguenots shall die, and
our Papal master shall see that Catharine
de Medicis can do his bidding.”

“But if neither of these will confess 7
suggested the Jesait.

“Then, perhaps d" Artoy will ; and if
he does not, then we most continue the |
arrests nntil such a confession can be tor-
tared out of somebody. It is absolatel
necessary that Charles shonld be made to
believe that there s a plot among the
Protestants against his life, and when we/|

We must work upon his fear some, for|
kis conscience troubles him not a little.”
““Of conrse he will have the nobles

at once.””

“*Most assuredly ha will. Oh, our plot
works well. The Pope shall yet see
France free from the accursed tread of
heretics, and when the last one dies, he
may thank Catharine for the holy job.”

“And never fear but that he will thank
you, royal lady.”

And thos did the Queen mother plot
with the emissary of the Pope against
hor own peaple, and even againat her own
child!  Well did she know that Charles
had some real manhood yet loft in his
soul. She had tried to crush it out, but
she could not. She had set the wine-cap
before him, but he would not give np to
it. She had thrown vice and templation
of all kinds in his way, and yet a part of
lis sonl was left, It was a deep, dam-
nable plot she had Iaid for the furtherance
of Catholic interests, and Charles had re-
coiled from it at first with absolute hor-
ror. By teasing and misrepresenting she
had got him to consent, but yet she saw
that he frembled in view of the work.
He had promised her, but she feared to
trost him. Bot now she had arranged a
plan that was to accomplish almost the
whole of her fiendish purpose. She would
make him belisve that the Protestants had
conspired against his life, and her work
with him would be domne. The T,
weak King had heard her falseheod, and
he believed it !

[To s cosTivuR. ]

Deata or De. Bamey.—Dr. Gamaliel
Bailey, Editor and publisher of the Na-
tional Era, died at sea on board the Arago
on the 5th pit. Dr. B. had been an in-
valid for some months, and at the time
of his death was on his way to Europe
in the hope of regaining his health. He
was born at Mount Holley, N. J.; in 1807,
studied medicine in Philadelphia, sad
took his degree in 1828, After serving
as ship’s physician on a trip to China, he
commenced his career in journalism in
Baltimore as the Editor of the Methodist
Protestant. Subsequently, in 1831, he
removed to Cincinnati, where he was ap-
pointed physician to the Cholera Hospital
during the prevalence of that epidemiec.
In 1836 be joined the late James G. Bir-
rey in the publication of the Philaathro-
pist, a Liberty party paper at Cincinnati.
His paper met the usual fate of all Anti-
Slavery jonrnals in those times, his press
and printing office being several times
destroyed by moba. Mr. Birney with-

Wiscellaneous.

VIOLA.

Fhe has prased, Hie s bird, from the minstrel throng;

Sbe has gone 10 the lasd where 1he lovely bedeng;
Her pisce 15 bushed by ber lover's side,

Yot his bean iv full of b o fair young beide:

The bopes of bis beart are crashed and howed,

And be thiaks of his love, in Ber long white shroad,

And the fragrant sighs of et parfrmed breath,
Were hisved from bey lips, by his rivnl—Death.

Light as & bird's, were ber springing feet—

Her Lesrt ar joyous— ber song 21 swset—

Yet never aguin shall that heart be stirved

With its glad, wild song, like & singing bind;
Never aguin shall the straiss be seng.

That in sweetnens dropped from ber silver tongse
Tha mavic is aver, and Death's cold dant

Hath broken the wpell of that free, glad besrn

Oft at eve, when the beeese i still,

Aed the moos flosts mp the distast hill,

Axnd | wander zione ‘mid the Sammer bower,
And wrenth my jocks with the sweet wild Sowers,
I think of the time when she lingered thers,

With her mild bise eyes, and ber long Fair bair:

I will trensure her name in my bosom's core—

But my heart ls sad—1 c3a sing no more. '

Picture of South Carolina.
W. H. Trescot,

In & few words

He says :

‘Wanld love the gleams of good that broke
From either side: nor vell their eyme.’

* While, on the other side, we have| . ! -
men equally honest, who, wearied and shares, at & fair rate; and if he has

disgusted with these extravagances, would
rashly destroy those peculiarities of our
State character and Constitation, which
are liable to such mischievous exaggera-
tion ; who would eradicats our old State
pride; destroy the old conservative cha-
racter of our State politics; strip us bare
of all the glorions achievements of the
past, and drive us, destitute and dishon-
ored, into a fit companionship of & vag-
abond apd demoralizedl Democracy—a
Democracy which, in the language of one
of the boldest and honestest thinkers in
the country, ‘has modified our State
Constitations in a Democratic sense; has
destroyed the independence of the Judi-
ciary, by rendering the Judges elective
by the people, for short terms of service,
and re-eligible; tampered with the noble
system of the common law ; assailed the
principle of vested rights; struck at the
very principle of constitutional govern-
ment, by assertiog for the people in cau-
cus the rights which they can have only
in convention legally assembled; snd

author of several
works on American Diplomacy, recently
delivered an address before the South
Carolina Historical Sociely, snd in an
analysis of the character of the South, as
changed by the influence of

can do that, then his sssistance is sure. |Strife, deprecated the departure from t
old conservatism.

olitical

For

Look at

In his last letter to the Tribune, Mr.
Greeley thos sums up bis opinion of the
natnral resonrces of Kansas:

1 like Kansas—that is nataral Kansas
—better than I had expected to. The
soil is richer and d ui.lhoti-hril
mors generally fi - mors
rolling—than I had anppoc:‘tx'-.—
There are of course heavy drawbacks in
remoleness from the seabosrd, heavy

charges for bulky goods, low of
produce, Indian reserves, and m:gb
price of good lamber.

. N ™ - “ -

I consider Kansas well watered—no
Prairie State better. } do not confine
this remark to the present, when every-
thing is flooded, and likely to be more so.
1 mean that springs, streams, creeks, riv.
ers, are quite mniversal. For my own
private drinking, ¥ should like & supply
not so much impregnated with lime ; but,
foroldimutm water, this is generally quite
good.
And the limestone itself, is among the
chief blessings of Kansas. F presumeit
underlies every foot of her soil [ have yet
traversed, with nearly every square mile
| that will be comprised within the State
of Kansas. You see it eropping out from
almost every blaff; it lies thickly strewn
in bowlders over the surface of every
headland or promontory that makes out
| into the bottoms, low prairies or ravines;
| so that if you want to use it, it is always
(to be drawn (or rolled,) down hill.—

he| e

{ unveils the spirit of & lawless Democra- | Though act here aceded as & fetiliow, B
cy.
““On the one side we have honest and
troe men, gosded by the irritating con-
troversies of the day into fierce impa-
tience, relying to unjust and unserupuloas
denanciation, by a rude and unnatural
arrogance that offends friends as well aa
foes, who meet one insane and disorgan-
izing policy by another as vicions and
unlawfal, for whom a petulant suspicion
has created a rostless insolation that
strives to conceal its sense of weakness|
by a noisy boastfalness of strength; who,
exaggerating many of the very best fea-
tores of our character, present to the world
a distorted pictare of Old Carolina.
if slavery—that institution in defence of
which they stand with all the courage, if
not the temper, of their fathers—has done
anything for us, it has made us a grave,
earnest, resolute, just people.
the great men in whom the State lives—
the Rutledges and Pinckneys of the Rev-
olution ; men of a later day, like Gail-
lard, and Sumter, and Judge Smith, and
Lowndes, and Calhoun, and Hayne, and
Cheves, and Drayton, and so many oth-
ers, not less honored, and who have lived
and died in some service of the State.
How strong, and yet how quiet; calm,
resolute men ; just, and generous, and
firm ; men who governad others becanse
they governed themselves ; men who, in
the very tempest of party strife—

’cm everywhere be quarried with little la-
bor into building-stone, or burned for nse
{in patting up chimneys and plastering
walls,
L - L - - L

Bat an unpleasant truth mast bo stated:
There are too many idle, shiftless peoples
in Kansas.
gentlemen, speculators, and other non-
producers, who are in excess here as else-
where; I allude directly to those who
call themselves scttlers, and who wonld
be farmers if they were anything. To see
& man squatted on & quarter-section, in &
esbin which wonld make a fair hog pen,
bat is unfit for s homan babitation, and
there living from hand to mouth, by »
little of this and a little of that, with
hardly an acre of prairie broken, (some-
times without a fence np, ) with no gar-
den, no fruit trees, ““no nothing''—wait-
ing for some one to come along snd buy
out his “claim,’”” and let him move on tor
repeat the operation somewhere else—
this is enough to give a chearful man the
horrors. Ask the squatter what ha means,
and he can give you a hundred good ex-
cuses for his miserable condition. He
bas no breaking team ; he has littls or no
good rail timber; he has had “‘the shakes;"
his family hava been sick: he lost two
years gnd some stock by the Border Raf-
fians, &e., &c. Bat al{ this don't over-
bear the facts that, if he hun?(l
timber, some of his neighbors have it in
abundance, and would be very glad to
have him work of it into rails,

on
no
breaking team, he can hire out in haying
and harvest, and get nearly or quite two
acres broken next mouth for every faith-
ful week's work he chooses to give at that
busy sesson. The poorest man osght
thus to be able to get ten acres brokenm,
fenced, and into crop each year. For
poor men gradually hew farms ount of
beavy timber, where every fenced and
cnltivated acre has cost twice or thrice
the work it does here.

As to the infernal spirit of Land Speen-
lation and Monopoly, I think no State
ever suffered from it more severely than
this. The speculators in broadcloth are
not one whit more rapacious or pernicions
than the srecu!aloﬂ in rags, while the
Iatter are forty times more nomerous.—
Land speculation here is about the onl
business in which a man can embark w
no other capital then an easy conscience.
For example : I rode ap the bluffs back
of Atchison, and out thres or four miles
on the high, rolling prairie, so as to have

I speak not here of lawyers,

fr

Philip promised to be eareful, and other memories, and they were as vague 5 S drew {rom the paper in 1837, and was p beta-
. . the landscape at midnight, face with one of those looks that made “Try them! Try them!” cried the : g removed, as far as possible, every o ares, there were perhaps half a dasen poor
shortly aterwards Simon Vendel started | a8 the lan e her start. He would have apoken, bat at | Queen, stamping her foot upon the floor. i;’,m"‘"’f'e:‘:,h’s;h elsgslh?tl:-m l::'lcyr“e;:f cle 10 to the immaliate expression in law | 7l g gy itations, whi-lod not_one

T am giad that I have found thee,
tle Adele,” the monk resumed *for I
m set my heart upon seeing you once
more. Of course I cannot remain upon
earth many more days—1I felt my life-tide

T et O e voa wore b o hep: | with the Count. _Ho vincod  deep, snd

i ell-stored mind, and his conversation
s bersse e gl ';’:,,Ie,:f“ Tl would have beea interesting conld the
m {?l‘ndo:na Ro{md after 1 took|¥oung man have divested hmmel{ of a

frou the convent at ékrmont, and | vague fear which had taken possession of
‘youh ? entrusted Has she not him. Ha was moved by the monk’s ap-
:ov:i faithfol 7' i ce, nearly the same as Adde had
PraOh, yos — very faithfal,” returned | been. HLM“ not ‘;::;n e:?po-ed‘m
Adele. She was moved even to tender- [ beneath the strange < i EL e
mbytluuldm's-ordludl.om;1"’8’:3“*%”'}0‘_ )
but yet she shnddered again when she mystic tones of the voice without starting.

.dy into his face. It was eurely After awhile, Philip made up his mind
i“ 1 She know it. Then why was that ha bad mth'emunt at soms former
st ? Sl could ot el |t and e E e

g g t with all his N
“Do you etill remain with MAAT| o oid nottell when nor where. He would
Ro'l;mdk:' been with her until very re-[WOW up into that wrinkled face, and
» e then Jisten to the deep voice, and then
”!ﬂ{i. 1—and have you Jolt her now ¥** | wonld he strive to drag up from the mem-

ies of the soma scene wherein he
Adels bl But at length the | oriss o (0 B the same before, bot

story eeting wi .| he could not do it. Tt was hidden from
g&r:d:.l.::l the t:;. t!:uof. :7'::“:- bim—a dark and mystic thing. —the Comnt Philip d" Artoy.

ished brought his| At leagth the hoar late, and the
i‘in...‘?{;;’;;:'iﬁ';’m;':. O the | mouk asked for » bundle of straw upon
same time uttered & malediction opon the | which to ln:i;ug'lmh. bu?l::
Jesuit. Lafont conducted chamber, an
wxmh:':mmnndwhm glﬂllm!hd.adthold devotee did
1 surely have beard thal name. Let me|not refuse it. e <
see: y years ago, thers was & man Onthfnﬂwgne:‘u&.n&
who crossed my way, sad retaras to my sle & hearty sign
mind, with the sound of thst name.

of the will or caprice of the majority for
the time; in a w‘::rd. which I::]dou ev-
erything it eould to render our Govern-
ment an absolgis Democracy, ss incom-
patible with y as absolute monarchy per ptad
e 1 “how ' by

The “remarkable prediction" of Hum-
boldt, that he wouald die in the year 1859,
was simply bis conclosion from & close
observation of the decay of his physical
powers. It was umlrb‘;.hk only 1n lhl:'h

. ing the saperiority of the mind over
office was besieged for two or three days, ﬁ .J"L iemtifia with
bot be was ot driven from bis post. Tn | U (Lol conld determine the point

1856, Dr. Bailey su Fremant, snd| .oy when the physical machinery
has since actad with the " | wounld wear out Commercial.
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for the city.

Adele fonnd the farmer's wife to be a
kind-bearted, good woman, and she soon
felt perfectly at home in her society. At
fint, Pierre was somewhat embarrassed
by the presence of a French Noble, but
beroon found the Count to be a generous,

wok, open-hearted man, sod be made
himeelf perfectly easy.

The day had passed mostly away, and
the family were at supper. The meal
was nearly half done, w there came
Ar2p upon the door, and one of the
thlldru.]. who had to wait for their -
Per until the rest had eaten, ran tﬂn:ge
900t and opened it, and when he retarned,

was followel by a man in the garb of

% Benedictine monk. Adele tarned pale,
and even Philip was startled, but they
tompaosed lhemall:u in a few moments,
was nothing in the appearance

of the monk to excit;‘mspicion.p He was
* vy old man, and his hair and beard
'f'“’ill}e u!-mw. No razor had touched
y for his beard freely where
:lilllm had placed it, t.h%?g'h the hair was
mumed and corled in snowy closters
thisears. His form was stout, bt

o with age. He much in his
f_l;ﬂ« and when he walked, he bore heav-

upon the stont oaken staff which he
w- His long robe was fastened
e waist by a rope of tow, and
end thereof depended a rosary.|

sadal,  beads and a crucifix. Coarse
o shieldad _l.hn soles of his feet from
3 M“,"Pﬂs and dirt, and their dusty, worn
tlion indicated that he had travelled

“Put them to the torture, and see if they
will not confess. Sarely, you will not
calmly sit down and give up your life.”

“No—1I will not."

“Then seize de Marronay, and John de
Hois, at once. Nip this fonl eonspiracy
in the bud, or your head may fall ere you
" The young Ki faily star

young King was now lairly -
tled. Naturally timid of unseen dangers,
he was sorely moved, now, for of late his
mind had beea in anything but an easy

this moment Philip came out from the
honse, and as the dew was beginning to
fall beavily, Adele went into the dwelling.

As soon as the maiden had gone, the
Benedictine had entered into conversation

tinued the publication of his paper till
1847, when it was merged in the Natonal
Era, an Anti-S8lavery paper published in
Washington by the American and For-
eign Anti-Slavery Boeidf, of which Dr.
B. was chosen Editor. In 1848 be pur-
chased the paper from the Society, and
continued its pnblication on his own ae-
count. As an editor, though by no means
violent, he was qnite too plain-spoken tb
suit the meridian of Washington, and the
mob decided to destroy his press. His

!

vigor and ability.

i appears in
Richmond Whig, in which rduluu
his to prosecate O. Ji
Wise, Esq., for libel, and to award
obtained, to some benevo-
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his intention of startiog for the city. He




